The Charmaigne Test 


My oldie channel suffices 
for vague background, until 
Charmaigne plays, then 


| switch to swing, jazz, what- 
ever. Mozart not unheard of 


Dark Eyes presently. Ragtimey- 
ing on. Next? Well, I’ve been 


already prompted of a morning so 
classically promising just right now 
as a 2d Charmaigne forges upbeat. 


And how! That fusty camelion! “Let’s 
hit it!” a bandleader has exhorted 
from out the waxen past. Am- 


bushing the metronome 
for that slow era. 


How did Great-Grandpa even sell 
anything to Great-Grandma? Always 
an inner music playing like hell! 


